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A Mother’s Love. 


BY MRS PHILOMEL §&. 


Original. 


WEED. 


As the fresh dew 
With life renewing that frail tender plant, 


of evening to the flower, 

So is that sacred thing,—a Mother's Love,— 
Pouring into our young and thoughtless hearts 
of all earthly 
The sweet enjoyment of a Mother's Love. 
oO 


The very essence bliss— 

, When go forth our own young hearts to meet 
The cold and callous beings of the world, 

of evil deeds, 

And what is full as bad- 


In utter ignorance 
hits; 


things is felt, 
the heart, 


-of evil thoug 
O, when the knowledge of these 
{It almost crushes out of life 
Until our brighter angel intervenes 
And dissipates each 
Our Mother 
The heaving 
And makes 


So gentle, 


sad ning thought away. 
Mother's Love! 
of this rugged life, 


and our calms 


billows 


paradise of earthly things 


tender, and so truthful toe, 


E’en while it soothes, and cata, and lulls to rest, 


It purifies our being, and prints 


Its own pure Image om our inner heart. 


My own dear Mother, many times and oft 

Thy wayward child hath trespassed on thy love 
The pure, unselfish love thou bear'st for me— 
Yet been as oft forgiven. QO, still forgive, 

And ma hap years of ten ler, patient love, 
From thy materpal heart still gushing forth, 
Ana poured into the recesses of mine, 


May serve .otmake me, Mother, more like thee 


Old Hickory, H mayne Co . 
22enrer = 


Or a 
Inscribed to -+--- 


Thou hast not then 





n me, 


Though L so cruel proved to thee 
Long years ago, 
But canst from me unkindness brook 
Aud sull with kindness on me look? 
*Tis stranze but true! 
For I espied in thy darksome eyes, 
Traces of love that never dies, 
Pure and unchanged 
As when we met in earliest youth, 
Thy every word was full of truth 
Thou'rt not estranged? 
Talk not to me of love at sight, 
It is no more than childhood’s plig 
“ soon forgot 


But 


That gives true 


‘tis affection, with esteer 


love its brichtest dream, 


And ‘ har 


ges not. 
And though 
I would not—could not—sox 


Thy 


‘tis long since we have met, 


ym forget 


earnest gaze, 


Which speaks, far more than words could do, 


The language of a heart that’s true, 


In silent phrase. 
Thy worth shall well remembered be, 
And cherished deep in memory, 

Thy kindness showu: 


One smile or word of praise from thee 
Were worth a world’s dull flattery, 
From thee alone. 


} And though long years may intervene, 
Ere you and I will meet again, 
As once we wet, 
Let all that’s past forgotten be, 


And all the future bright to thee, 


} 
Thy sun ne’er set. 
| Seville, MB. dP. 
| —~-2eeo- - - —_— 
| Origiuval. 
| 
TRUTH. 

There is a sacrec principle, 

Of origin. divine, 

A richer avd more brilliant gem 
| Than sparkles in the mine. 
Gold, in ‘the filmy eye of Time,’ 
Shines with a brighter glare, 
| And seems unto earth’s multitudes, 
| A thing exceeding fair. 


For it they plough the dark blue wave, 


And brave the tempest’s wrath; 
For it they toil ‘neath every sky, 
Where wealth a storehouse hath. 
For it they are content to dwell 
"Mid Ocean's solitude, 
Whose waves io their eternal roar 
Sink not to qnietade. 
For it upon the desert sands 
Where blows the simoon blast— 
On Ocean's dreary wave-bound isles 


Long years of toil are 


pass'd. 


Vain man! 
Bri rht 
For wil 


j Ar ] > 
} Are ilne 


The gold 
The 
Are empty 


Ye « 


ye toil and spend for nought, 
days and palmy hours 
the 


treasures ye re 


the 


‘ecive 


fading flowers 


for which ye toil and sweat~ 


rems of purest ray, 
baubles which from earth 


annot take 


away 
The are ‘| 
To 
I hev lead 
Who deems 


me's ignus fatur; 


ruin they allure; 


often astray the man 


himself secure. 


But TrutTn's a holy 
Descen from 


A talisman to lead the 


Tog)in« s beyond the 
It is a 
When death's d 
When we 
And 


a gem- gem, 


led on high— 


s val 


sky. 


prize which we may bear, 


ark vale we 


called 


with 


tread ;— 


are to pass from earth, 


mingle the dead, 


A treasure ‘tis of countless* frice ;~ 


A flower born to bloom 


Eternally, in fairer climes 


Beyond the dreary tomb, 
Savannah, O. J. W.R 
| -2.ceeo+ 
Woman. 


woman in our hours of ease, 

} Uncertain, coy, and hard to please; 

| Whea pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thou.” 


| “Oh 


WASSELERNY \. 


— 


On ginal 


The Party Politician. 


BY 8S. A. REAM. 





THROUGH the shady retrospect of the dark and 
dismal past; amid the countless vicissitudes, changes, 
and revolutions, which, like mountain billows, have 
swept over our crime-smitten earth: while the colossal 
monuments of Babylon's pomp, and Median great- 
dust of 
those whose fame they were vainly intended to per- 
petuate ; 


ness are mingled indiscriminately with the 


while Grecian glory and Roman hizh-born 


pride, live only in the consecrated shade of the Mu- 





ses, the soul-stirring inspiration of their incompara- 
ble eloquence is ever living: the deathless name of the 
true patriot is borne on the enraptured tongues of joy- 
ous millions, who have spurned the tyrant’s galling 
chain, and enthusiastically worshipped at Liberty's 
holy shrine ; and will ever flourish green on jimmortal- 
ity’s page, as the verdure that once covered their 
honored graves. 

Should 


slander, that patriotism is a mere speculation, 


foul 


from 


any sacriligions dastard hazard the 








| the dust of nations’ 
a Cin- 


ington, 


ages—from urns bedewed with 
tears—the shades of a Leonidas, an Aristides, 
and a Was! 
rise and frown the craven calum- 
hel! 


from heaven's high 


cipnuatus, a Sidney, an Emmett, 





would indignantly 
} 


niator to his native But should they sleep on 


unmoved, battlements, such trans- 

| cendant turpitude would in fury, call down the arrowy 

} thunderbolts of divine retribution. 

| The recording pen of all time, with frightful fideli- 

| ty, portrays the lamentable truth, that many, 

| have boasted loudly of their patriotism, and been can- 
onized by the caprici 


who 


pus rabble, when the fil of par- 


| ty ist had dropped, have been found time 


sold, 


“serving, 


| venal, cringing demag ues ; soul and bady, to 





selfaggrandizement. 


Genius, 


than that of the immortal 


less descriptive 
| 


Pollok, would fail to bring to light all the la- 
tent deformities of the Party Politician. What 
increases them, is, that he invokes the mostsacred and 
venerable interests todo homage so his will. Though 
his essential principles may be selfish and malignant, 
he invariably identifies himself with some public 

good, as its guardian angel, sentto bless the world. 
Liberty—Patriotism—-Religion—Truth ; what «normi- 


ties have not each of them been made to encircle by 
the profane hand of the heartless, selfish, uns rupu- 


lous Politican? While the infamous C 


taline pl ytted 
the overthrow of his country, the destruction of his pa- 


ternal city by fire, and the assassination of her august 


Senate; while Marius and Sylla poured out Roman 
blood in torrents, they pretended to be the restorers 
of departed liberties, and even invoked the names of 
their tutular divinities. 

The 


suffered with his noxious breath to pollute the 


foulest wretch that Omniscient Heaven ever 
mmon 
air—that eternal monument of his country's infumy, the 
| infamous Robespierre—he whose clotted hams shed, 


| indiscriminately, th 


e blood of the low ly, the « onsecra- 
ted, and the noble-—-whose deeds were the darkest, 
deepest, and most damning, that human fiend ever 
conceived or executed—was sworn to die, il necessa- 
ry, on the altar of his country! 

Through all the mutations of Government, in the 





old world and the new, who so loud for |iberty, as the 














Che Amaranth. 








leading Party Politicians, and the whole train of drill- 
With the partisan, ev- 
ery election is a crisis: !T> gauge is always a crusade, 


ed fuglemen in theirscrwine? 


in which he bears onward the standard of liberty, and | 


whatever may bleed or bury before it must be held an 
He 


invokes the most awful naiies, profanes the holiest 


auto da fe, or sacrifice to ie heavenly goddess. 


symbols, to uphold the worst pussjons and the vilest 
deeds; he takes his seat in tie temple of God; he 
his wil 


nities of corruption; professes 1 


hypocritically falls at prays for epportu- 


e a saint, and thun- 


) t } 
altist i 


ed Crem 


ders out his anathemas is country’s friends 


in the name of his insul w. He ever glories 





in orthodoxy, and when full of all bitterness, he is but 


contending for the f.ith once ivered to the saints 


He finds an apology for his p ples in the most sa- 


cted sanctions of religion, nvihing the te mple of God 


a sanctuary for his basest |nsts—fetching food from 
Heaven for every unholy possion. 
Parties rely no longer on the ordinary means of po- 


Awi- 


is the hue and cry on all 


litical discussion: all has become excitement. 


tate! Agitate!! Agitate!!! 


sides; they depend on their train-bands, their corps 
of movable performers, and their mercevary adhe 

rents, inspire 1 to action by the feelings of pecublary 
interest to be gained in the election of their patron— 
men, steeled aguinst argument by selfishness; men al- 
most driven to mat s by the thought that the over- 


throw of their party will sound the expiring knell to 


len 
1eness 


their golden dreams of living in i 


on public plunder “To such banditti and their venal 


dependants, arguments are vain; to talk to them of 


honor, honest), and equality, is to talk to them of what 


they hate and | yathe; they argue only (if argument 


it may be cilled) in the language of exasperated and 


brutish abuse, 


* But why should I attempt to set his evils forth? 
W ords that would sufficiently accurse and 
Reprobate, must needs come glowing from the lips 
of eldest destruction— 


From the saddest in the den of woe.” 


ruin suc h 


Indignation and disgust drive us with deep loathing 
from such a toul spectacie. 
Do you desire an example of the lofty, God-like p 


W ashingto 


the pure statesman, the gl 


itician? Go, stady the character o 


ry of his coun- 


true patriot. 


try, the wonder ofthe world. Ltis a living fountain 
of virtue still, from which asalutary influence may be 
expected to flow in perennial streams, a pure atinos- 


phere in polities, such as is found no where else.- 


His seraphix ftues embalm the memory of his every 
action; the in nce of his example is pure as the s 
ered stream) “that flows fast by the oracle of G 

it still wakes soul-stirring thoughts reak over ue 








im come into the 


like an echo from eternity. one ¢ 
presence of such a being and not be affected with the 
dignity of Relizion, as it shines through his whol 





spirit and stands embodied in his every action; np 





can gaze on such « character without feeling that 
belongs to a remion, bigh above the common agitati $ 
of the world, and atthe same time wishing to ascend 


to the same height. ‘This day ris home is Heav- 


Make 


may take vour 
? e 


pure 
hisiexatuple your spirit-mould, where you 


pe 


en. 


r shape for time and for eternity 


Gems of Thonght. 





Men, like books, hawe ateach end a blank leat 
childhood an i e. 

Esteem ist er of love, but the daughter is of- 
t Ider thant ther, 

Gr s » prints of the isorsteps of the an 
ge lote 1 

Our sorrows ce thunder clouds, which seem 
bl 1 the Cistunce, but grow lighter as they ap- 
proc 


a 





Original. 


The Bridal of the Water-Nymph. 


|} "Twas midnight! The moon shone bright and 
The 


and a holy calm pervaded the 


| beautiful upon the bosom of the great Atlantic. 
| winds were hushed, 
face of sleeping nature, save when the stars that decked 
the vaulted heavens, whispered their fairy language, 


or with soft fingers touched their golden lyres, awa- 


king celestial melody. 


their velvet petals, all, save the Water Lily—the lily 


of the wave—which reared its snowy bosom o'er the 


placid waters, like some stray spirit from a higher 


} 
sphe re. 


Nature was sere nely beautiful Hill, stream, and 








winding dale caimly reposed like some scene ina fairy 
tule; while the queen of night; with noiseless footsteps, 
trod the ebry stal floor of heaven, arrayed in robes of 
glorious light, and shed« n all ter: il 
things, her softened brilliancy: aanell w, silvery li¢ht 
which of all others, is most enc n 

Suddenly there pealed upon th rain of wild 
and thrilling music, so strangely wild that it areuse 


from my dreamy spell ( 


ocean, I] beheld a scene that alm 


here, upon the dee 





sea-fairies gondolas of shells, " 
and hue seemed tlended. The sails 
br leaved crimson dulse, | up here and there 
A) knobs made ofthe polishes llof the Nautilus 


From each of these knobs was suspende 




















of transparent she!lls—joined with itable art—of a 
elobular sh , an ill with e Iftule animal ule, 
which emitted a brilliant pl yhoric Licht 

Ever | anon the nymphs w ld nin chan 

song, which was a u niec vy a band of mt 

j ns, whose instruments were all eh} f pear 
" ral; and never was music heard re sweet 
nd tender. Thewithey woul i ein clappir 

t ids, and peals of merry lauchter would 
! ‘ the seu 

Phere s one, Who seemed to be the reigning helle 
f the festivities, and from thei + | judged her 

) a Drie nor was I mista this wast 
W ne compan* She was rohe a cress wh 

the sleeves of which were short. her s 
“ rms were ¢ cle’ by brace 3s of diamor 
mc her small taper flogers also sparkled y re SAT 
costly ¢ - A delicate ros * nurest near et] 
' ' er heaving bosom, at pene sium 
ere é her s nny ‘ \ Siu l ier 
pretty chin her eves flash with : ’ ! 
ro- woer re err t ( thr be | 
beaut was Aniney t! : 

S near her, wa ' t ‘ . 
who seem et 4 »w t ta 
peat lowers. ‘Her dark tress 1 ove 
her sn y Ma gra iclou ! 
sparkled upow her br On ' lower 
n her cure. L perce itt rat n sn 
] vered with larve scales, w ’ F 
t Ww ring around ey lly t 
the rich green of the emer t deep flas 
the y As I waz ipon her she arose, } 
ing hich t garland, in the most mus ly es 
*Hasten tot crowning of love t © k 
$ thor the condolas were r on each sile « 

n, a loudPleng cheer proclaimed the y: 
then wis s Ph ‘ i I rk 
in coronet is ithe! } { 

t t t 1 her hea ry instant a clon 
er the f of the moon urine her light, 
it ] t roed every lola, shes cleat 
yellow radiance upon the scene, 1 ling in ‘ v 
ie beams fair Cyntha Phen arose a tall Lele 
gant personage, and thus addressed them, 
| phs, Nereids, and Mermaids:—Upon your 


The flowers had folded up | 


unworthy speaker it has been made iucumbent to say ! lig 








=== — >= 
a few words before we retire to our palace in the bos- 
om of the waters. As this is the first time that any of 
us have ever visited earth, and gazed upon her unmo- 
lested, I would suggest to your minds that perhaps it 
would be proper to tender her some testimonial ofour 
regard. Things are very different here from our 
homes; indeed I do not think we could enjoy life at 
all in this place; therefore it shall be our last visit. 


Neptune, in honor of his beauteous daughter's mar- 





1 >, furnished us with gondolas to sail in, and if it 





please your hanors we will send one of them to the 


shore, filled with the richest shells our caves contain, 


as a relic of fiestivities.” 





A hundred little nymphs now joined in the petition, 
argo of the most beautiful shells ¢o0n lay at my 


Again peais of soft music fell upon my ear, but T 





could see them no longer. ‘They had sank to the 
bottom of the ocean. I picked up one of the shells, 
and saw traced upon it, in delicate writing, the follow- 
ing lines 

We dee p sea ives: 


dwell far down in th 
Around us roll the dash 
But! 
Around us spris 
And tuus 


vyaves 





g sweet p 
the Pp 
In Ne ptune ‘sor 





Come down and visit our fair bride 











In her of pearl and gold 
In her ral home ist y stran t 
At 1 teries yet untol 
ol 
( ne Gown to the sea, 
Phen maiten with me; 
And we'll wel thee 
With he It elec 
Rare ¢ hall be thine, 
From coral mine,—Ferewell 
rh) . 
Ts 1, O MAHERA 
272eee r+ 
‘ a 














No compar re be iful, or indeed can be, 
when viewe 1 proper heht, the t 
y la sce A seeqa con. Ss witl 
1 $ 3 of future plant 
e . .) rt tin in the earth, sorbs a 
! 0 e, y a process yn by 
i re ie § ‘ to swell, 1 atl sts its 
sca cover which | ‘ ites 
t nt er mwa to all ex e of 
refined and 1 i ~ It rrow 
Lex Dn id to unfol selito the | of the 
V until it r at Q it 
Thu \ early The \ mper- 
and the t { t t cone 
ce et t ia 1 | i 
Llow ireful, t s | tk vis 
treasur et é It shoul watched 
\ tr ! i nhon; md, | tencer 
t . kind and parental } to direct 
sh iches on what ne to lean for su 
’ 
In early chil you our ds are pl er 
\ daily imbibing new ideas and 
‘ them t t tablet of memory low im 
1 tant 1 the t t we store our minds 4 isuch 
row lex ore a tonly ‘ us pl asure whilet 
right es \ last, but with has will afford 
, an ) ur ha less ast wears away 
i asu more grave ect. 
Ashland, O IDA. 
«weer 
Peace is the evening star ofthe soul, as Virt its 
sun, and the tw are never apart. 
The gifts that circumstances make in our character, 
we are ay tto regard as its native fruit. 


who dreads giving lightto the people, is like a 


of 


He 


man who builds a house without windows for fear 
ihe 
utns 





¢ 
iS) 




















































Music acts like magic upon the mind, What rap- 
tures fill the soul—what pleasing sensations fill our | 
inmost nature, as soft strains of instrumental music 
burst in rich and melodious lays upon the ear,—that 
pleasing sense of enjoyment, which Deity has endow- 
ed us with. 

Music will relieve 


When oppressed with sorrow 
Py , 





us; it isan antilote for most of our troubles low 
often has sudness been removed from our minds by 
singing sot hum The sa est heart will 
e for joy under its influence; it will ms y- 
ant the despondcin pirit, arouse the dormant Itie 
of our nature; and when wearied with th I] mo- 
notony of stu we may rest from our labor id re 





power Of the muses 




















pos in the shady 

It will calm the troubled spirit; and when raised to 
the est pitch of « thent, the tur ns 
will fall under its magi luence Whe we 
may ters rattention we hear sts of melody. How 
charming the music of nature! There is mus } 
the dee} ! i er od we can hear i ‘ 
bounding bil s, as the dancing « trides « he 
stormy ce W can hear tin 1o n t 
ra th e! ring rill, as itn rs thr 
tae \ I y | leafy grove 

Tlow f melody are the s s of the t ! 
when A tandt ers 
the | vr. ech n re 
echo with tor, 

There ch 1, that 
flows { is Gorec d's 
mot " ils la ht 
that epe $ 1 tar 
t y 1 

] 8 v 1 grand l 
W epest cells of ht } 

T in the gentle zephyr thats 
the | \ r inthe s « s ' s 
Nor i to earth, al « No! the é 
yf rapt t ul nely in the realms of ; 
erou ‘ nal throne of our f ‘ il ‘ 

wis t 0 Ek. W 

~<—eo 
Or : 
What are Dreams? 

Dreams have at all times excited the attention « 
the i t They have been regarded as omens of 
c ti ‘ many es ro- 

t ! melanchol rre 

A « ; es put whole far esin tn 
ion an lar Before its mag ifluer tites, 
ple st vi en } anished, w s hay 
heen ‘ yourn post ! the o1 
bu ess ant cut oll ! c nh Interrt ‘ 
these sl s—these visionary creations of 
cistu t L 

In 1 t ired mor tion than at 
pr t i s nee ’ I ird tot t 
intlune utr nai i ed st ‘ 
knowle l losophy of dre is ’ 
unde ywod 1 formerly, and me ily ys )- 
gists nt vy have ascribe ito - 
t tain organs of the brain durisg sleep, 
whic! 1 tu stat r 

TI ri ! natural causes, and not t 
any §s roa lin Ss. is DOW gt ! 
ed, excepthbys ntand super : 5 

Jtistrue t ! hist sé rin ! t 
are sou verified, but this is r the effect 
ofa : 1) for one that turns out to be true, at 
least at sunt are false; and indeec ranve that 


in the multiplicity of dreams, more are not a 





verified in the various occurrences of life. 


Ashland, O, ETTA. 








Origieal. —_—- + 
The Power of Music. | 
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“The onty Amaranthine flower on earth is—Virtue: 
The only lasting t easure—Teanh!"" 
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ROBERT VV. KENNEDY, EDITOR. 


ASHLAND, O..2:scirertesdiistysisses MAY 1, 1847. 


AGENTS FOR THE AMARANTH. 


TrPrancis HAMMER, of Mansfield, is an autho- 
ized Arent Jor the. lmaranth,” for that town and 
vicinily. 

] Joun M. NAYLOR, is hereby authorise 1 and re- 
$] fully req swested to act as Jlee nt for the. lmaranth 
in Wooster, and vii inily 

} > Henry L. Bevans, of Platteville, Grant County, 
W ise 
for the Amaranth. 


nsin, will act as azwent im procuring s hscrthers 


ALLISON ts a Travelling Agent 


land, for 


Persons u 


the counties of 045 tr Wayneand Ri 


the STANDARD and AMARANTH shing 





fo subscrive for her of these papers can give their 
names to «Vr ALLISON ith a perfect assurance that 
all money paid to him for our use will be promptly 
aid over lo us. 
ToeeMr ALttson is alsoan 
er’s Pictorial Publishing Establishment, New Yor} 
( vy, and will rece subscriptions for the “STATES- 


MAN'S MANUAL,” t “WAR OF INDEPENDENCE,” 


DowLtna’s “RoMANISM,” and various other impor- 


nt Works 
~2-eoe 


To Correspondents. 


both prose and poetry hare 


i! ved, agreater part of which we have not 


“LETTERS TOMY IDEAL CORRESPONDENT,” No. 2, 


h ‘ receive t too late for an insertion in this 
I i! rin our next 
Correspondents will oblige t y sending in their 

‘ ec ly 


-~2eoe - 


Cur Paper and its Prospects. 





Tue AMARANTH, thus far, has been tolerably well 
rec r that a periect 
gem ola er yet we ‘4 t i e near large 

mor 1 sa rs, i rder that we 
» sus ‘ it pec yloss. We 

I es surselves vod deal lear 
é pe . i that e- thus 
st upol wa . | again be iered af- 
ys This uld undoubted} the case, 
\ < 1 rons pre " ving their subscriptions, 
tive 1 t r new subscr rs. ** Many 
vs ali y elay , and we sull a great 
+ t of pocket™! ‘Th a} €—NEED 
NOT ae to cover all exper noaing 
t AMARANTH,” we oug » have 
| i t I rs. W ll pu " 

" thr t ear—finish the volu " 

sufficient « ent is offered, en i 

herwise, It shal ‘ ntinued Its fate will de 
pend ebntrety upon the exXeruions of its tricnds We 
do not now, il we atfirst, expect to derive any pe 
cuniary vantage from this publication—our rand 

ject was mace known in the pr spe ‘tus: but we shall 
not continue it ata pecuniary loss of some hundreds 
of llars 
-—2o°o + 
Opinions of the Press. 

Neary all of our exchanges have spoken in the 

hiehest terms of the “AMARANTH;” but we are not 


erotistic enough to copy their notices, talways seem- 
ed to usa good deal like self-praise to republish in 


ones own paper what others may have said of it.— 


| 
| 
| 
' 


‘Still, we feel gratified thut the Amaranth is so favora- 
bly regarded by our brother editors. 

We publish the following from among about fifty 
complimentary notices. It is from the Cleveland Ar- 


lisan, edited by an association of gentlemen of high 


literary merit; and we republish it, not from any 
feelings of vanity, but becanse it pays a merited trib- 
ute to a valued correspondent 
“THE AMARANTH.—T his is the 1 
litle literary semi-monthly, published 
Ashland Co., Ohio, by Roperr \ 


The price ofthe Amarantlris only fifty cen: 


ime ofan elegamt 
at Ashland, 
Kennepy, Esq. 
avear,and 
at the of the No. before 


from a hasty glance contents 


} 


us, we think the paper possesses a high literary charac- 


ter, and that the work cannot fail to be well patronized. 
The beautiful story on our first page, * RENA pr AL- 
Mrs. 


selected from this little gem.—Ohio 


BUAI,” written by that accomplished authoress 
P.S. WEED, is 


Irtisan, 





' 


Tempera ce 





TWAE WOBAAAST, 


Silent Influence 
Ir is the bubbling 


} 


little rivulet wh 


spring which flows gently,—the 


ch runs along, day and night, by the 
rllen flood 


farm house, that is useful, rather than the sv 


or warring ca 





iract Niagara excites our wonder, 


and we stand amazed at the power and greatness of 
God there, as he ‘pours it from his hollow hand’ But 
one Niagara is enough for the continent or-th+ world, 





the same world requires thousands and tens of 
, 


‘thousands of silver fountains and gently flowing mvu- 


lets, that water every farm and meadow, and every 
garden, and that shall ow on every day, and every 


aight, with their gentle, quiet beauty. So with the 


acts of our lives. Itis not by great deeds, like those 


of the martyrs, that good is to be done; itis by the 





daily quiet virtues of life—the chri 
meek 


husban 


in temper, the 


forbearan oé, the spirit of forgiveness, in the 





father, the mother, the broth- 
er, the sister, the friend, and the neighbor, that good 


is to be done.—Rev. Isaac Barnes. 


—_ 3—~2ee er _ ——— 
Cheerfultiess 
CHEERFULNESS, unaffected 


cheerfulness, is the 

















. 
thing which you must brir ito company, if you wish 
to shine in conversatiot Now, i do not mean by 
this, any of those outbreakings of loud mirth, nor what 
the world sometimes cal! ‘high flow of spirits,” but 
a light and ; equanimit i temper, that never rises 
to botsterousness, and never down to immovable 
dullness—that moves from ‘grave to eny, from serious 
to serene,’ and by mere manner gives proof ofa feel- 
ing heartand generous mind. The hich and beister- 
ous flow of spirits so often pra’sed by the superfiesal 


world that keeps up during a party or visit, and then 


sinks down to absolute stupraity, is, on the other hund, 





asure sigu of a coarse and vul nature, 
~ .2eeo —— 
Friendship. 


Do not believe, because a man smiles upon you and 


seeks yours ciety, that he Is your frie nd. Smilesiand 
pr fessions, alas, are so abundant as to be of w alue. 
He only is your friend wh heart is in his words 
and whose actions illustrate them: who stands you 


through all the vicissitudes of fortune 


andin shade.” When you find such ab nake 
him your second self; cling to him as to your very 


life; for the jewels of the earth are scarce, « t 





fore precious; for the sand of life but glitters 
radiance of a high enjoyment, and even the golden 


bow! is broken at the fountain. 
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Amaranth. 





Sclecred. 


Affection for the Dead.” 


* * * Oh, the grave! the grave!—It buries ev- 


ery error, covers every defect, extinguishes every re- 
sentment. Fyrom its peaceful bosom spring none but 
fond regrets and tender recollections. Who can look 
down upon the grave even of an enemy, and not feel a 
compuncijous throb that he should ever have warred | 
with the poor handful of earth that lies mouldering | 
before bin? 





But the grave of those we love—whata place for 
meditauon! There itis that we call up in long review 
the whole history of virtue and gentieness, and the 
thousand ondearments lavished upon us almost un- 
heeded, ‘1 the daily intercourse of intimacy ; there it 
is that we dwellwpon. the tenderness, the solemn, aw- 
ful tenderivess of the parting scene. The bed of death, 
with all its stifled griefs—its noiseless attendants, its 
mute, watehful assiduities, the last testimonies of « xpi- 
ring loves the feeble, fluttering, thrilling—oh, how 
pressure of the hand; the last fond look of 
the glazingeye, tarning upon us, even from the thresh- 
hold of existence; the faint, faltering accents strug- 


thrilling! 


gling in death to give one more assurance of affection! 
Aye, gu to the grave of buried love and meditate! 
There settle the account with thy conscience for eve- 
ry past benefit unrequited—every past endearment un- 
regar‘led, of that departed being who can never, nev- 
er, never return to be soothed by thy contrition! Hf 
thou arta child, and hast ever added a sorrow to the 
soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow of aa aflection- 
ate parent—if thou art a husband,-and hast ever caus- 
ed the fond bosom that ventured its whole happiness 
in thy arms, to doubt one moment of thy kindness or 
thy truth—if thou arta friend, and hast ever w ronged 
in thought, er word, or deed, the spirit that gener pusly 
confided ia thee—if thou art a lover, and hast ever 
given one unmerited pang to that true heart which 
now fies cold and still beneath thy feet—then be sure 
that every unkind look, every ungracious word, eve ry 
ungentle action, will come thronging back upon thy 
mewory, and knocking dok fully at thy soul—then be 
sure) that thou wilt lic down sorrowing and repentant 
on the grave and utter the unheard groan, and drop 
the anavailing tear—more deep, more bitter, because 
uuheard and unavailing !—IJrving. 


- 2 eee - 
Beauty. 

‘THERE are many things set before us as we pass 
throwgh this state of existence, of more or less intrinsi 
value, and pursued by us with earnestness and enerey 
accor ag to circumstances. Some of these, when ob 


’ 
tained, are considerably. better than others, and some 
disappolit us wholly, either because they are truly 


worth nothing, or because sought and found singly, 


without wttention to the moral chemistry necessary to 


the perieetion and preservation of their va 


lue; thes 
turo to dustand ashes, just when we ought to fin] them 
a he aling balsam for all the sorrows of Hilfe. Of all 
such blessings, songht an! found, there is, perhaps 


none more utterly valueless, when its first charm had 


passed over and faded from the imagination, than 
nere personal Beautyywhere there is no intellect, no 


heart, no sweetness of t mper, no cheering gaiety of 


spirit, oo genuine talent, nor precious moral worth, to 


t 


enciose and prese rve it from wearytog 


@ sense, anu 


palling the afleetion. The bleakness of disappoint 
ment which follows the existence of its power, is littl 
jess thantremen lous. This ise <perienced often, sad- 


ly often, when a burst of genuine passion has been 


felt, strong enongh to create, by its exaggeration of 


love, all that is wanting to make the beauteous ido! 
periect, bat s 


evanescent p 


little or no passion ut all. 


| more surely does distaste follow the 
re of gazing on what is only beauti- 
ful when admiration has been simply admiration, with 


SWO RAT 


As. 





Selected. 





"Low me to Toat yer Bar Skin. 
The Baltimore. Western Continent tells the follow- 
ing good one, combining gallantry with greenness: 
Some two weeks since, a young gentleman from one 
of the Southern States came to Washington, to en- 
deavor lo obtain an appointment in one of the new re- 
giments about being raised for Mexico. It was his 
Jirst trip to the North, and having travelled straight 
through from Atalanta to Washington, without step- 
ping on the road, he had a better opportunily of fee ling 
than seeing the effect produced by the change of cli- 
mate. On the day after his arriv lhe was introduced, 
by the member from his district, to several young la- 
dies, with one of whom it fell to his lot to welk from 
Gadsby's to the capitol. Itwas bitter cold, and the 
young lady was provided with a ponderous muff, now 
-Vorth. Our 


hero wasin a dilemma—what to callit, or for what 


so fashionable an article of dress at the 


purpose it was used, he did not know, but thot it was 
anything but polite for a gentleman to allow a lady to 
hear sucha burthen. He scrutinized it with much 
uneasiness for some time—he could not divine what it 
contained, but he was perfectly familiar with the “kiv- 
er,” and unable longer to restrain his gallantry, he 
extended his hands, saying, 

“Miss Julia, 


“Thank you, sir 


low metotoat yer bar skin for you!” 


don't trouble yourself,” replied 
Miss Julia, blushing very red. 

“Oh, ‘taint no touble in the least!" rey lied our hero, 
insisting on relieving her of her burthen 

The merry girl al last consented, rather then ena- 
ter into so embarrassing an ¢ tplanation; and taking 
the muff unde rone arm, our o offered ther to 
his fair companion, with whom marched boldly 
along the Avenue to the capitol, to the no small won- 
derment of the passing crows 

It is needless to aad that he soon discovered his 
mistake, or that he has from that hour held all ladies 
muffs in utter abhorrence. 

+2ee+ 

] A Tutor of ihe Cellewe, lecturing a younger man 
om his irre lar conduct, added ifr at pathos 

“The report of your vice will brine your Sather’s 
gray hairs-with sorrow to the crave 


“ / 9 ] sh “ A 
Iheg pardon sir,” replied the pupil,**my father 
wears a wiz.” 


WHAT AN Ipea,—4 late writer on kissing, very 


roperly remar thet the al inable fashion of la 
dics hitsing cach other is aj ce of infon and unpro- 
voked cruelly; a sheer waste of tren S pood gifl; a 
misere ble} illering away of what was desi rned for bet 
ler purposes. liis absol ly wicked, and tn nirely 
nine cases in ahundred itis done for no olher pirpos 
than to annoy and make wretched the poor thines who 
stand with their hats in their hands, and dare not soa 
much as open their watering mouths for far of slob- 


he ring Ue ir bosoms. 
-~<-—7eor — 


Goop Some one speaks ont thus *“FTe that speaks 


me fuir and loves me nol, I'll speak him fair, and trust 
him not.” 
~2ee 


“A Goon Man G 


lately found in the North River, with a newspape 


INE.” 





The body of aman twa 


publisher's receipt in one of his pockets! 
-7-eo + 
A Rake’s Economy. 


With cards, and dice, and dress, and friends, 
My savings are complete; 

I light the candle at both ends, 

| “nd thus make both ends meet, 


Selected. 


No Efforts to Do Good are Lost: 


i have heard of some seeds which will sleep in the 
earth for ages, and Lhave read of the young of cer- 
tain insects which lie ina state like death for cighty 
years together; and yet when the hand that scattered 
the seed had been mingled with the dust, and when 
the insect that had deposited the young had ended its 
flight for generations, the seed would come forth a 
forest of mighty trees, and the slumbering insect would 
wake to life, and become the multitude. And so it 
may be with us. Weare scattering the seeds of knowl- 
edge and piety, and immortality, but we see not the 
seeds spring forth. Our instructions seem to be for- 
gotten; the fruits of our liberality seem to have perish- 
ed; and our favors appear to have been in vain. Be 

| 


of rood courage ; the seed is still in the earth undecay 





ed, and the time will come when it shall spring forth 





and yield a plenteous harvest. It is watched over by 
the God of Heaven, and not aseed shall perish. The 
hand that scattered it may be withered, but the seed 
itself shall swell, and send forth its germ, and become 
a mighty tree. The voice that uttered the sermon 
may be silent, but others that received the truth shall 

me forth and declare it afresh to generations yet 
unborn. 

e«wmeewe 


Modesty 


IF there isone quality among the many that it re- 
quires to make up the real woman, that can be least 
A word much used 


spared, itis .Wodesty. a quality 


much harped upon by prudes, but rarely exhibited tn 


the manners and customs of the day. 





We do not mean by Modesty, that false delicacy, 
iffidence, and shame, so frequently assumed by our 
young Missess: such as the averting of the face, speak- 





i in an affected under tore, and acting as though 


they were in constant dread of « ompromising their Gig 
nity when in the presence of the other sex. No; no 


2 


we do notmean any such mocesty as this. rutwe ao 


wean that delicacy of feeling that prompts a lady to 
act with a proper and womanly reserve when in the 
company of strangers—free, easy, and entertaining, 
yet vot familiar. 

There is a native air abouta really modest girl, that 
wins the esteem of all who approach the circle io 
which she moves; an esteem that all the assume urs 
and latest styles of the most fashionable belle cannot 
win tor her. 

frue wodesty shines wih equal lustre around the 
social fireside, and in the crowded hall or assembly 
room; and alw Vs produces the same tinpressions up- 
on the rougher sex. Itisa gem thatis worth more to 
a young lady in gaining the esteem of sensible men, 
than heaps of li'—Moss-Covered Bucket 





seo 
LOVE is ashadow ofthe morning, which decreases 
as the day advances Frien iship is the shadow of the 


evening, which strengthens with the setting sun of life 
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